

The Comicall Hijlorie of 

Ere thou (halt lofe for me one drop of bload. 

*s4nth. lama tainted W eather of the flocke, 

Meeteft for death, the weakcft kinde offruit 
Drops earlieft tothe ground, and fo let me j 
You cannot better be imploy’d^^wo, 

1 hen to live ftill and write mine Epitaph ? 

Sister T^errijfa. 

Duke. Came you from Tadua from BelUrio ? 

T(er. From both s my L BelUrio greets your Grace. 
Baf. Why doftthou whet thy knife fo carneftly ? 
lew, T o cut the forfeiture from that Bankrout there. 
Grat. Not on thy foute : but on thy foule harfh Jew, 
Thou mak’ft thy knife keene : but no mettle can. 

No, not the hangmans axe beare halfc the keennefle 
Of thy fharp envie : can no prayers pearce thee ? 
lew. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make* 
Grat , O be thou damn’d, inexccrable dog, 

And for thy life let juftice be accufd ; 

Thoualmoft mak’ft me waver in my faith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras , 

That foules of Animals infufe themfelves 
Into the trunks of men : Thy currifh fpiric 
Govern’d a W oolfe,whohang’d for humane flaiigh ter 
Even from thegallowes did his fell foule fleet. 

And whileft thou layeft in thy unhallowed damme ; 

Infufd it felfe in thee : for thy defires 

Arc woolvifh, bloody, ftarv’d, and ravenous. 

lew. Till thou canft raile the fcale from off my B 
Thou but offendft thy lungs to fpeakc fo loud : 

Repaire thy witgood youth, or it will fall 
To curelefle mine. I Hand for Law. 

Duke. This letter from B ellario doth commend 
A young and learned Dodor to our Court .• 

Where is he? 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your anfWer whether youle admit him. 
T)uke. W ith all my hearts fome three or foureofyou 


ii * ■ 

saL • 


Go 


the ^Merchant of Venice. 

$ogive him curteouscondud to this place, 

Meanc time the Court fhall heare 'BelUrio s Letter. 

Your Grace fhall und erftand, that at the receit of y< 
am very ficke,but in the inflant that your meflenger ca 
ving vifitation was with me a yong Dodor of Rome , . , 
Balthafar : I acquainted him with the caufe in con ret 
tween the lew and Anthonio the Merchant; wc turned 
books together,be is furnifhed with my opinion,whic. 
with his own learning , the greatneffe whereof I cannc . 
commend , comes with him at my importunity , to fill l 
G races requeft in ray ftead. I befcech you let his lack of yea 
no impediment to let him lack a reverend eftimation, for I 
knew fo young a body with fo old a head : I leave him c< 
Gracious acceptance, whole tryall fhall better publifli hi: 
mendation. 

inter Portia for Balthazar, 

T)uke. You heare the learn’d BeUario what he writes. 
And here I take it is the Dodor come. 

Give me your hand,come you from old BeUario ? 

Por. Ididmy Lord. 

Duke. Y ou are welcome, take your place : 

Are you acquinted with the difference 
That holds this prefent queftion irt the Court ? 

Por. I am enformed throughly of the caufe. 

Which is the Merchant here ? and which the lew ? 

Duke. Amhom 0j zud old Shylorke,both ftand forth. 

Tor. Is your name Shyloeke ? 
lew. Shyloeke is my name. 

xr p f r V°. fa ftran 8 c nature is the fate you follow. 

Yet in fuch rule,tbat the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugne you as you do proceed. 

You ftand within his danger,do you not ? 
zAnt. Ijfohefayes. 

Por. Do you confeffc the Bond ? 

An, I do, 

<>r >» Then the J ew be merciful!, 

what compulfioo muft I,tell m e that ? 
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